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CELEBRITY FRIENDS ... the Rat Pack’s Peter Lawtord, Frank Sinatra, Dean Martin and Sammy Davis Jr 



RISING STAR: 

In the early 
Sixties actress 
Angie 

Dickinson was makin 
a name for herself in 
the movies and 
moving In 
powerful 

circles A 





COVER GIRL- Singer 
Phyllis McGuire 



HOW MOONEY HAD KENNEDY ASSASSINATED 



G IANCANA the Mon- 
ster also wanted to be 
Sam the Celebrity. He 
liked nothing better 
than to be partying 
with the famous Holly- 
wood Rat Pack of Sammy 
Davis Jr, Peter Lawford (JFK’s 
brother-in-law), Dean Martin 
and Frank Sinatra. 

He said Sinatra had class 
and knew how to party. And 
he liked the fact that Frank 
was a friend of the Kennedys. 

Giancana was always able to 
locate women who didn’t ask 
questions and were smart 
enough to know that Sam 
‘Mooney’ Giancana might help 
their careers. 

The FBI was later to claim 
that Mooney’s escapades with 
women were his downfall. In 
fact, the reverse was true. To 
him, females were expendable 
objects like shoes. 

But he knew that the 
Kennedys had inherited 
their father's penchant for 
a good time. Mooney glee- 
fully told his brother: Jack 
can’t keep his hands off a 
broad. So we'll set him up. 
“Get enough dirt on Mr 
All-American Family Man to 
ruin him. Promises or not, he 
won’t step outta line then.” 

In 1959, Mooney met Joe 
Kennedy on three occasions to 
finalise their agreement. The 
Mob would organise crucial 
votes to JFK in Cook County. 
Illinois, a key state for Jack. 
Mooney told his brother that 
both Mayor Daley and Jack 
were present at the meetings. 

Just before this. Giancana 
had been under pressure from 
thfe- McClellan Committee, 
Investigating organised crime, 
and had been interrogated by 
Jack’s younger brother, 
Bobby. 

Now Mooney told his 
brother: “Bobby’s going to be 
taken care of. I asked them to 
get him off that damned com- 
mittee. He’s gonna help run 
the campaign. I’ve already got 



enough dirt on Jack and his 
lousy old man to ruin 10 politi- 
cal careers. I’ve got pictures, 
tape recordings. Film, you 
name it, all safe and sound in a 
deposit box. 

“The American public would 
be real happy to see their Pres- 
ident bein’ serviced by three 
women. Yeah, if I ever need an 
ace. here’s the key." He dan- 
gled a small gold key in 
Chuck’s face ana then slipped 
it back in his pocket. 

“There’s more broads 
already lined up and ready to 
go. Angie Dickinson’s got a 
thing going with Jack. Another 
broad is a dead ringer for 
Jack’s wife. She’s gonna be 
introduced. 

“We’re gonna get Jack in 
real deep with Monroe, too. I 
hear Bobby’s even made a few 
remarks about wanting to 
screw her. Jesus, those Ken- 
nedy brothers are animals.” 

Manipulated 

In January 1960, reckoning 
the dirt he was collecting 
would ensure compliance in 
his pact with the Kennedys, 
Mooney instructed his show- 
business contacts to start 
working to get JFK elected. 

Sinatra was roped in with a 
bevy of stars — all of whom 
were unwittingly manipulated 
by Mooney. 

In I960, Jack was introduced 
to an ex-girlfriend of Sinatra, 
the pretty brunette Judith 
Campbell Exner. Jack was 
immediately reminded of his 
wife, Jackie. 

Whenever Mooney wanted 
to know more about a man 
working for him, he became 
fast friends — lovers usually — 
with the guy’s wife or girl- 
friend. And that was how 
Judith became mistress of both 
Jack and Mooney. 

At the West Virginia pri- 
mary election. Mooney sent a 
henchman with a suitcase full 
of money. Judith now says that 
JFK asked her to take a satchel 



containing “a great deal of 
money" to Giancana for the 
West 'Virginia campaign. And 
because tne state was deemed 
so critical. Mooney put in half 
a million dollars of nis own. 

After that victory, there was 
no stopping Jack s quest for 
nomination. 

But the presidential election 
on November 8, 1960 was 
close. Jack desperately needed 
Texas and Illinois. So Mooney 
turned all the screws. His men 
either trucked people from 
poll to poll so they could vote 
numerous times, or stood men- 
acingly alongside the voting 
booths, making it clear that all 
ballots were to be cast for JFK. 
When the results were in 
by the morning. Mooney 
was ecstatic. Jack would be 
the next President of the 
U.S. The Republicans were 
outraged, suspecting the 
votes had been falsified. 
But at the call for an offi- 
cial recount Mayor Daley 
balked, as he'd been 
instructed, and Nixon con- 
ceded defeat. 

Moonev wasted no time in 
cashing (n on his new connec- 
tion with the White House, tell- 
ing Chuck that he’d been in 
communication with his bud- 
dies at the CLA. 

“I’ve been meeting with the 
CIA guys since last August: 
we’re gonna hit Castro. 

“He’s been closin’ down 
American business. The CIA’s 
lost their cut of the casinos. 
They offered me $150,000 for 
the hit. We’ll take care of Cas- 
tro. One way or another. It’s 
my patriotic duty.” 
Meanwhile, Mooney said 
he’d put his Texan henchman 
Jack Ruby in action supplying 
arms to Cuban exiles. 

Although Giancana was 
capable of appalling cruelty, 
he could also fawn over a 
woman. Phyllis McGuire was 
an all-American girl with a 
sweet voice who thrilled 
Americans as part of the sing- 



ing trio of McGuire Sisters. 
Once Mooney saw Phyllis in 
1958 he had to have Her. He 
showered her with gifts, pick- 
ing up the tab for her gambling 
debts and using his influence 
to guide the sisters into lucra- 
tive engagements which put 
them at the top of the charts. 

Mooney made Phyllis a per- 
manent fixture between his 
romps with chorus girls and 
buxom starlets. 

Together they travelled the 
globe, Phyllis providing useful 
cover as' Mooney cut deals 
with international associates. 

But on July 12, 1961, as Moo- 
ney and Phyllis were flying 
home from one of their jaunts, 
the FBI was waiting to greet 
them. Two agents hustled 
Phyllis down the concourse 
and one began Firing questions 
and insults at Mooney. 

From then on, FBI surveil- 
lance increased. It appeared 
that the Kennedys were out to 
erase any hint of obligation to 
Mooney. If this was Camelot, 
mused 'Chuck later, it looked 
like Mooney was being made 
the court je'ster. 

Destroy 

There was plenty more evi- 
dence of a double-cross. Mob- 
sters like Carlos Marcello of 
New Orleans, who had been 
promised safe passage, were 
now in hiding. 

Then Judith Campbell’s calls 
to the White House were 
refused. Jack’s pact with Moo- 
ney was off, while brother 
Bobby worked diligently to 
destroy him. 

America’s No. 1 Mob boss 
had never been made a fool of 
in his life. Or if he had, the 
perpetrator seldom lived to tell 
of nis accomplishment. Bobby 
had enraged Mooney by can- 
ing on the FBI to get rid of that 
“guinea greaseball. that dago 
scum Sam Giancana - . 

Mooney vowed ven- 

? eance. From that moment, 
resident Kennedy’s days 
were numbered. 





